SUN YAT SEN AND THE CHINESE REPUBLIC

are about to seize these instruments of death,
through the treachery of an unknown foe, the
arms are discovered by the Imperialists, and the
expedition ends in failure. And on the following
day, when the dreadful news came that Sun's
friends, Chur Se, Shun Kewi Chen, and Lu Hao
Ting, had been tortured to death, did he not hear
the voice of his mother saying: "Beware, Wen,
beware! Politics means failure* Eemember your
uncle of Ningpo. Beware."

Yes, politics meant failure. All politics was
naught. Beware! Beware!

Then, in my reverie in the twilight, I again saw
Sun as he escaped in the darkness of Hong Kong's
harbor after another thwarted effort, and fled,
with a price on his head, to Japan, and then on
over to Hawaii and again on to America and
Europe, a hunted man and a failure. Yes, alas!
politics means failure in the Sun family.

Again I saw him in the secret chambers of
those Chinese sons of liberty where his revolu-
tionary organization still goes forward, and this
time with a new momentum. Among the laundry-
men and the merchants, among the Chinese
farmers, among the domestics, I saw him there
in America developing those humble men into a
new support with which again to strike for free-
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